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PROLOGU  e, 


JJf  /^HEN  mighty  kings  have  aught  to  urge^  you 
Fk  know, 

^hey  fend  Amhajfador  or  Plenipo  : 

Whenfuhjem  break,  or  feem  to  break,  the  laws. 

Each  fees  an  advocate  to  plead  his  caufe: 

So  we  great  Poets  of  the  prefent  Age, 

Who  with  our  fterling  wit  fupply  the  ft  age. 

Are  wont  to  fend  an  abtor  fmirking,  ftnart. 

To  clear  the  courfe  with  Prologue  ere  we  ftart. 

1  would  have  done  fo  too — But,  cries  the  elf. 

Here  take  your  Prologue,  Sir,  and  fpeak  t  your f elf , 
Pou  may  have  fenfe  and  wit  for  aught  I  know. 

But,  faith,  this  Prologue,  Sir,  will  never  do. 

Not  do  !  indignant  turning  thus  away, 

I  half  determin'd  to  withdraw  my  play  ; 

But  thought  it  would  be  juft,  on  no  pretence. 

That  you  fhould  fuffer  for  his  want  of  fenfe. 

Why,  Sir,  continu'd  he,  you'll  furely  own. 

That  I  muft  know  fome  little  of  the  town, 
pirft,  let  me  tell  you,  if  you  do  not  know  it. 

That  more  humility  becomes  a  Poet ; 

Tou  ought  to  tell  the  houfe  your  all  depends 
On  their  applaufe,  and  call  them  your  beft  friends. 
Pou  ought  to  whifper,  ‘‘  If  they  ll  but  excufe 
“  Th' advent' rous  f allies  of  an  infant  mufe, 

“  PouAl  write  the  better  as  you  write  the  longer, 

‘‘  Andfoar  much  higher  when  your  wings  areftrofiger: 
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prologue; 

^his  you  jhould  pYOTHife^  tho^  you  pSYf gym  % 

jl  wcll-tiyn  d  pYoyntfc  oft  dvcYts  ci  JioYiTim 
*d^hen  you  Jhould  tJoYow  fome  flumm^Yy  in  theiv  eyes  % 
Foy  adulation  huYts  not  e'en  the  wife. 

Held^  hold,  I  cYy' d^  you  quite  miftake  the  matter  5 
S^he  man  is  yet  unhoYn  whom  I  would  flatter, 
fet  ftaYving  poets  cYinge^  that  they  may  dine^ 
have  my  mutton  and  my  glafs  of  wine. 

My  judges  aYe  the  fons  of  liberty  : 

Td  have  their  judgment  as  themf elves  be  free] 

My  farce ^  I  wifh  not  down  your  throats  to  cram  it  y 
If  it  deferve  damnation.^  damn  it^  damn  it. 
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^scuLAPius  in  the  Chair. 
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HOFFMAN. 

BOERHAAVE. 
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BARTHOLIN. 

KERCKRINGIUS. 


HIPPOCRATES. 


THEOPHRASTUS. 


GALEN. 


Fiur  mute  Fhyjicians, 


ACT  I.  SCENE  L 

^SCULAPIUS. 

ELLOWSg  and  likewife  ye  of  lefs  account. 
But  do6lors  all,  your  ^fculapius 
Wiilieth  you  health  and  peace,  and  many  a 


fee. 


Ye  are  this  day  conven’d,  becaufe,  becaufe, 
Becaufe  ye  are  conven’d,  no  matter  why. 


B 


PA- 
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PARACELSUS. 

Moft  noble  ^fculapius,  let  me  crave 
Your  pardon,  that  before  your  fpeech  begin^ 

Your  fpeech  I  interrupt,  to  fignify 
That  you’re  an  afs. 

GALEN. 

An  afs ! 

’  HIPPOCRATE5. 

/ 

An  afs! 

THEOPHRASTUS, 

An  afs ! 

PARACELSUS. 

An  afs.  If  I  have  ears,  and  in  thofe  ears 
A  drum,  a  hammer,  and  an  anvil  be ; 

And  ears  methinks  I  have  of  ample  fize, 

Tho’  hid  beneath  this  royal-oak  of  hair  : 

Then  did  I  hear  your  Worfhip  fomewhat  talk 
Of  fellows  and  of  fome  of  lefs  account. 

What  means  fuch  jargon  ?  ^Tis  a  vile  affront. 
Down  with  diftindions,  We  areDodors  all  i 
And  can  we  not  alike,  or  cure,  or  kill  ? 

HIPPOCRATES. 

Immortal  Gods !  what  do  I  hear  of  ears  ? 

Would  I  had  none  at  all!  Alas  the  day, 

That 


I 
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That  I  ftiould  live  to  hear  your  Worihip  calFd 
An  afs  !  Poor  Paracelfus,  thou  art  mad. 

Or  drunk.  I  pity  thee  with  all  my  foul. 

GALEN. 

f 

An’t  pleafe  your  Worfhip,  if  I  may  prefume 
To  give  advice  before  fo  many  wigs. 

Exceeding  mine  as  far  in  magnitude 
As  yon  bright  fun  exceeds  a  farthing  candle. 

If  haply  I  may  fpeak  among  fuch  wigs, 

I  do  advile,  that  Paracelfus  ftrait 
May  be  trepann’d,  bled,  blifter’d,  puk’d,  and 
purg’d  : 

Or,  if  perchance  you  deem  him  only  drunk. 

Let  Margery  condudl  him  fafe  to  bed. 

BOERHAAVE. 

Hold  thy  opprobrious  tongue.  Who  wrong$  my 
friend 

Wrongs  me.  I  tell  thee,  he’s  nor  mad  nor  drunk  ; 
But  nobly  in  the  caufe  of  liberty 
Stands  forth  nor  fhall  he  ever  want  fupport 
So  long  as  Boerhaave’s  arm  can  wield  a  iword. 

This  caftle  is  our  right :  And  if  there  be 
Who  dare  difpute  that  right,  or  would  exclude. 
From  thefe  our  own  domains,  its  lawful  heirs. 

We  tell  them,  in  defiance,  that  we  wear 
Toledos  truftyon  as  brawny  thighs 
As  any  they  can  boaft. 
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THEOPHRASTUS. 

'  O  all  ye  powers 

That  fit  above  and  turn  th’eleftric  wheel ! 

Sure  ye  electrified  the  filver  moon 

And  lent  her  down  to  earth  to  give  a  fpark 

Of  lunacy  to  thefe  rebellious  fons  : 

Elfe  whence  this  dreaming  of  equality  ? 

This  ilrange  forgetfulnefs  of  what  they  owe 
To  age,  to  merit,  learning,  and  to  law  ? 

Strait  let  fome  pedagogue  with  birchen  rod 
Be  call’d,  and  let  him  flog  thefe  wayward  boys, 
^Tiil  they  fhall  know  their  duty. 

HOFFMAN. 

Faith,  well  fpok 

Old  Theophradus.  I  revere  thy  age. 

In  days  of  yore,  I  ween  thee  wond’rous  wife  ; 

But  now  thou’rt  grown  a  mere  old  apple  woman. 

I  tell  thee,  Dad,  our  privilege  we  know. 

And  will  maintain  in  fpite  of  friends  or  foes, 

GALEN. 

Peace,  peace  Hoffmanns,  thou  doff  bay  the  moon. 
And  file  but  fmiles  contempt.  Flaft  thou  not  feen 
A  generous  mafliff  pafs  along  the  ffreet  ^ 

A  fcore  of  curs,  peevifli  and  impotent. 

Run  yelping  at  his  heels.  Ke  hardly  deigns 
A  look.  At  length  he  flops,  lifts  his  hind  leg. 
And  then  purfues  his  way. 

PARA. 


[  S  ] 

PARACELSUS. 

Death  and  Old  Nick ! 

And  IS  it  come  to  this  ?  By  all  the  hidden  powers 
Of  alchemy,  I  fwear ! 

GALEN. 

By  all  the  power 
Of  canes  and  perriwigs,  I  fwear ! 

PARACELSUS. 

I  fwear 

By  fun  and^ftars,  I’ll  be  reveng’d. 

GALEN. 

I  fwear 

By  moon  and  planets  thou’rt  a  blockhead. 

PARACELSUS. 

’Sdeath ! 

A  blockhead !  Did  he  truly  fiy  a  blockhead  ? 

Now  witnefs  all  ye  Gods,  if  Gods  may  deem 
It  worth  their  while  to  witnefs  mortal  deeds, 
Witnefs  that  I  am  patient;  but  I  fwear, 

For  fwear  I  mu  ft,  at  Batfon’s,  when  we  meet, 
ril  pull  thee  Galen  by  thy  ruby  nofe. 

And  as  for  all  thefe  owls  that  take  thy  part. 

I’ll  quickly  drive  them  from  this  feather’d  neft, 
And  hoot  them  to  the  defart  whence  they  came. 
Hippocrates  throws  his  wig  at  Paracelfus^  who 
returns  the  compliment ;  the  reft  j allow  his 
example^  and  continue  thus  pelting  each  other 
with  their  perriwigs. 

B  3 


iLSCU- 
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iESCULAPIUS  rifmg. 

Hey  dey  !  Hey  dey  !  fine  doings  !  are  ye  mad  ? 
Or  is  the  very  devil  in  you  all  ? 

Was  ever  fuch  a  pack  of  rafcals !  Zounds ! 

A  little  more  refped.  By  this  right  arm 
I  fwear.  I’ll  beat  your  learned  heads  to  mummy. 
Ceafe  your  vile  rebel-rout.  Peace  there  I  fay. 

If  any  dare  to  hurl  another  wig. 

By  heavens  that  wig  fhail  be  his  laft.  For  fliame. 
Are  ye  like  fiili-wives  come  to  pulling  caps  ? 

\^he  battle  ends, 

Do6tors5  for  fhame.  If  any  two  there  be 
Among  you,  who  as  champions  for  the  reft 
Will  prove  their  valour  like  true  fons  of  Britain, 
Let  them  ftand  forth  and  fairly  box  it  out. 

r 

G  A  L  E  Nk 

i  thank  thee,  iEfculapius.  On  my  foul, 

’Twas  nobly  faid.  As  champion  for  the  reft 
Behold  thy  Galen,  who  in  fuch  a  caufe 
Would  fight  a  Slack,  a  Broughton,  or  a  Devil. 
Here  I  ftand  forth,  and,  herald  for  myfelf. 
Proclaim  thee,  Paracelfus,  a  falfe  traitor. 

PARACELSUS. 

Galen,  thou  ly’ft,  and  fo  have  at  thy  fkull. 

a:sculapius. 

Hold,  on  thy  life,  I  charge  thee  hold. 

What  box  him  like  a  taylor  I  Know’ft  thou  not 

In 
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In  thefe  Herculean  fports  the  laws  forbid 
To  fight  unftripp’d.  Off  with  your  doublets  then; 
And  ye  fpedlating  do6lors,  ftand  aloof. 

Your  i$ifculapius  with  impartial  hand 
Sufpends  the  golden  fcales,  and  will  himfelf 
See  fair  play. 

‘The  combatants  Mfculapius  mounts  the 

tahle^  and  walks  to  the  end  of  ity  where  he^  ' 
remains  Jianding. 

Stand  aloof!  And  new  begin 
The  combat.  But  before  the  battle  join. 

Shake  hands  j  for  fo  Herculean  laws  ordain. 

The  combatants  put  themfelves  in  proper  Brough- 
tonian  attitudes^  and  7nake  fever al  ftrokes^  re¬ 
maining  ftill  at  a  difiance  from  each  other. 

Enter  Confiables.  All  the  Dodfors^  except  the 
combatants^  fave  themfelves  by  flight.  The 
'  table  upon  which  Adfculapius  flands  is  overfet 
in  the  confufion. 

FIRST  CONSTABLE. 

I,  in  the  king’s  name,  charge  the  peace. 

SECOND  CONSTABLE. 

And  I 

Charge  peace  alfo. 

FIRST  CONSTABLE. 


Tut,  neighbour  Nipperkin, 
B  4  I  tell 
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I  tell  thee,  ^tis  enough  for  one  to  charge* 

1  ‘  .  r  .  j, 

.  SECOND  CONSTABLE. 

And  I  charge  peace  alfo. 

FIRST  CONSTABLE. 

Alack !  poor  man. 

It  is  his  failing;  he  has  got  no  wit. 

'They  feize  the  two  champions^ 
Come,  come,  ye  drunken  rafcals,  come  along. 
We’ll  teach  you  to  difturb  the  neighbourhood. 

GALEN. 

Unhand  me.  Villain,  know’ft  thou  who  lam? 

FIRST  CONSTABLE. 

Yes,  yes,  I  know  thee,  and,  what’s  fnofe,  I  know 
That  thou’lt  be  hang’d.  But  doft"  thotr  know  . 
likewife 

That  Fm  the  king’s  prefentative  ?  Come,  cqme. 
Let’s  to  thejuftice  ;  he  will  teach  theefenfe. 

And  will  chaflife  thee  for  thy  infolence. 

\Exemi\ 

Enter  Jafo  and  Margery. 
MARGERY. 

j 

Was  ever  fuch  a  pack  of  noify  fellows  ! 

So !  What  the  devil  now  ?  What  fancy’s  this  ? 
Tables  turn’d  topfy-turvy  *,  chairs  adrift! 

Then  what  a  floor  I  Thefe  dodors  have  again 

"  s' '  '  .  Been 
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Been  drunk.  Was  ever  fuch  a  filthy  herd 
Of  men,  of  fwine  I  mean  !  Out,  out  upon  them ! , 
And  do  yoU' think,  Mifs  Jafo,  I  will  rub 
And  fcrub  my  fingers  to  the  very  flumps. 

To  keep  a  cleanly  houfe  for  fuch  a  crew 
Of  raggarpuffins  ?  No,  Fll  fee  them  hang’d  firft. 

J  AS  O* 


Peace,  peace,  good  Margery,  men  will  be  men  j 
Thef^  afe  our  lords  and  mailers,  we  their  Haves- 

MARGERY. 

Slaves  I  ’tis  a  lye.  Fll  be  a  Have  to  no  man. 

Your  father,  fye  upon’t,  keeps  company 
With  fuch  a  pack  of  brawling,  fighting  fools, 
They  turn  his  houfe  into  a  bear-garden.. 

But  if  I  catch  them  here  again,  I  fwear.  ’ 

By  my  virginity,  Fll  pull  their  ears. 

J  A  S  O. 

;  ,  .t-  ■ 

Peace,  ppce,‘fweet  Madge,  I  tell  thee  men  are  men. 

MARGERY. 

I  tell  you,  men  are  brutes. 

J  A  S  O. 

I  think  fo  too  j 

Elfe  furely  two  fuch  maids  as  thou  and  I 
Had  been,  erenow,  unmaiden’d.  Bui  no  matter: 
,  .  All 
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All  fhall  be  well  anon.  The  awful  hour 
Glides  on  apace,  and  with  impetuous  ilride 
II aliens  to  blefs  my  lovier  with  his  Jafo. 

MARGERY, 

Pox  on  thofe  dirty  fellows,  what  a  floor ! 

J  AS  O. 

Since  ’tis  decreed,  thank  heaven  I  am  prepar’d* 

It  mull  be  fo.  The  fates  mull  be  obeyed. 

I,  like  a  tender  lambkin,  yield  to  fate. 

And  yet  methinks  I  fhould  not  yield  too  foon.  . 
What  has  my  champion  done  to  win  my  love  ? 
What  dragon  flain,  or  what  atchiev’d  in  war  ? 
What  knight  unhors’d  in  jouft  or  tournament?  ' 
What  trophies  lain  at  his  princefs’s  feet  ? 

No,  no,  it  fhall  not  be ;  honour  forbids. 

The  gallant  Paracelfus  mull  do  more 

MARGERY. 

Who  he  ?  a  fcavenger  !  a  paultry  knave ! 

He  fight !  a  whorefon  variety  he  be  hang’d. 

A  taylor  got  him  on  a  cinder  wench. 

J  A  S  O. 

Ye  Gods,  what  do  I  hear  1  ill-manner’d  Minx! 
Thus  to  begrine  the  fpotlefs  name  of  him 
My  foul  adores !  A  thoufand  blillers  fcald 
Thy  fland’rous  tongue.  There,  take  thee  that, 
and  learn 

More  courtefy.  [Gives  her  a  hox  on  the  ear, 

M  A  R* 
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MARGERY. 

Nay,  if  you  come  to  that. 
Take  back  a  Rowland  for  your  Oliver. 

\Knocks  off  her  head  drefs,  and  mX 

J  A  S  O. 

O  heavens,  my  perriwig,  my  perriwig  1 

[Exii- 

SCENE  11. 

A  room  in  the  Jufike^s  houfe. 

Enter  JuJiice  and  his  Clerk,  Being  feated  at  the 

tahky 

JUSTICE, 

Well,  Scribo,  fo  thou  fay ’ft  ’tis  wond’rous  fine. 

S  C  R  I  B  O. 

An’t  pleafe  your  Worfhip,  never  in  my  life 
Did  I  behold  a  finer  grilkin.  True, 

It  coft  your  Worfhip  ninepence  and  threefarthings; 
But  th’  eye  of  wanton  luxury  ne’er  did  gaze 
On  finer  pork. 

JUSTICE. 

Let  t’other  farthing  go 

For  muftard. 


SCRI- 
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S  C  RIB  O. 

» 

Sir,  I  do  believe  ’tis  gonc^ 
as  I  pafs’d  the  kitchen  door,  I  faw 
Db'll  ^ally  forth;  and,  if  thefe  eyes  be  true, 

She  crofs’d  the  channel,  and  then  ftear’d  her  courfe 
Right  for  the  chandler’s^fhop.  Thiscircumftance, 
Join’d  to  the  broken  tea-cup  in  her  hand, 

Creates  fufpicion  that  the  muftard’s  ready. 

-4'' 

JUSTICE. 

Good  Scribo,  thou  fhalt  fup  with  me  to-night. 

S  C  R  I  B  O. 

I  thank  your  Worlhip. 

f- 

JUSTICE. 

Tut,  I  want  no  thanks : 
And  yet  a  flipper  at  a  rich  man’s  table 
Is  fomewhat ;  but  no  matter,  ’tis  my  will. 

O  Scribo,  we  fhall  fup  to-night  like  kings! 

Enter  Conjiahles  and  the  two  Champions  in  their  Jhiris^ 
hut  with  old  great  coats  over  their  Jhoulders, 

Pox  on  you  for  a  pack  of  lawlefs  villains  ! 

And  fo  the  devil  needs  muft  fend  you  hither 
Juft  at  my  fupper  time.  This  Holborn  gang 
Hath  coft  more  trouble  to  the  magiftrate 
Than  all  the  rogues  in  England  put  together. 

Thus 
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Thus  they  come  dropping  in  by  two’s  and  three’s^ 
Like  fcatter’d  fheep.  Why  what  a  wretched  crew 
Ye  are  of  flculkingdogs,  unfociabie. 

Is  there  no  fellowlhip  among  you  ?  Well, 

Fm  glad  however  ye  are  caught  at  laft.  ^ 

Scribo,  my  book.— Page  twenty,  Flolborn  gang. 

{^Looking  at  the  tndilig 
Here’s  the  account. — Debtor,  rogues  thirty-fix  :  ^ 
Credit,  by  Tyburn  ten,  tranfported  twelve, 

And  alfo  twelve  acquitted.  Scribo,  here  ^ 

Call  up  th’account. 


SCRIBO.  ^ 

Ten  rogues  and  twelve 
Is  twenty-two,  and  twelve  is  thirty-four  ; 
From  thirty-fix,  and  there  remaineth  two. 


Vs 


JUSTICE. 

. 

So,  thefe  are  then  the  laft.  Th’account  is  ballanc^Jk 

SECOND  CONSTABLE.  '' 

An’t  pleafe  your  Highnefs,  Fm  John  Nipperkln,.  , 
And  fo,  as  how - 

t 

FIRST  CONSTABLE. 

Tudi,  neighbour  Nipperkin*, 
Let  me  reproach  his  Worfhip.  Pleafe  your  Worlhip, 
As  I  was  faying,  having  your  Honour’s  prefence, 

I  and  my  brother  officer,  a  man 

Of  no  account,  but  honeft,  more’s  the  pity. 

JUSTICE, 
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JUSTICE. 

Silence  !  I’ll  hear  no  more.  I  know  it  all ; 

Elfe  wherefore  fit  I  here  ?  I  mark  them  both 
For  arrant  knaves  as  ever  ftretch’d  a  rope. 

As  to  the  how  and  why,  and  this  and  t’other. 

It  matters  not.  He  ill  deferves  the  name 
Of  Juftice,  who  wants  proof  and  circumftance 
To  know  a  rogue. 

GALEN. 

I  hope  a  gentleman 

May  be  allow’d — 

JUSTICE. 

'  Peace,  Rafcal:  Gentleman! 

PARACELSUS. 

Yes,  Gentleman,  Thou  dar’ft  not,  for  thy  life—" 

JUSTICE. 

Silence,  I  fay.  What  dare  I  not,  lewd  Knave  ? 
ril  make  thee  know,  I  dare  commit  thee  hence 
To  Newgate. 

Enter  DolL 
D  O  LL. 

Zounds  !  your  griikin  will  be  fpoilt. 

JUSTICE. 

Forbid  it,  Tupiter !  Away,  away. 

Go 
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Go  lodge  them  fafe  in  Newgate*,  and,  d’ye  hear. 
Let  them  be  laid  in  irons.  Hence !  besone ! 


DOLL. 

Three  halfpence  farthing.  Sir. 


[Eoaeunt, 


JUSTICE. 

No,  Doll,  to-night 
I  treat  my  clerk,  fo  let  it  be  a  pot. 

There’s  a  groat  for  thee  s  fo — 

{Exit  Doll. 
Now  come  along. 

Good  Scribo,  tho’my  clerk,yet  friend  and  neighbour. 
Now  will  we  reap  the  fruit  of  all  pur  labour. 

{Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL 
A  Street. 

Enter  Van  Helmont  in  his  cloak  and  a  dark  lan^ 

thorn  in  his  hand. 


VAN  HELMONT  folus. 

Now  hath  the  Ethiopian  God  of  night 
Drawn  his  dark  curtain  o’er  this  nether  world. 
The  city  fleeps  profound,  and  labour  refts 
In  peace*,  except  where  bufy  confcience,  flung 
By  retrofpe6tion  of  the  day’s  ill  deeds, 

With  ironjavelin  arm’d,  beftrides  the  pillow. 
And  driveth  reft  away,  No  more  is  heard 
The  buz  of  joftling  crouds,  the  deaf’ning  roar 
Of  flounders,  or  the  fhrill  earpiercing  cry 

5 


Of 
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Of  herrings  frefli,  or  mackerel,  or  live  cod. 

The  tinman’s,  and  the  brazier’s  hammer  fleepsJ 
No  found  falutes  the  ear. 

Paft  one  o’clock !  \Within^ 
Then  ’tis  the  fatal  hour.  Beneath  the  roof 
Of  that  lewd  tavern,  dire  confpiracy 
Awakes;  the  chiefs  are  met,  and  haply  now 
The, fate  of  iEfculapius  is  decreed. 

Enter  three  drunken  ftreet -walkers. 

Ah!  who  comes  here  ?  Females  and  maids  of  honour 
To  the  chafte  Cyprian  Queen. 

F  I  R  S  T  ^  W  H  O  R  E. 

You  lye,  ye  Brim. 

By  heavens,  you’re  drunk  as  hell.  Soho  !  What’s 
this  !  l^hey  all  lay  hold  of  him^ 

As  Fm  a  maid,  I  take  it  for  a  do(5lor. 

Come,  damme,  Do6lor,  give’s  a  glafs  of  wine. 

VAN  H  E  L  M  O  N  T. 

Stand  ofi,  vile  flrumpets. 

SECOND  WHORE. 

Dodor,  feel  my  puife. 

FIRST  WHORE. 

/ 

Blaft  me,  if  I  have  drank  a  drop  to-night. 

VAN  HELMONT. 

Stand  off,  I  fay, 

I  THIRD 


I 
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THIRD  WHORE. 

Come,  damme,  but  you  fhall. 

VAN  HELMONT. 

Let  go  my  cloak. 

FIRST  WHORE> 

My  dear,  dear  life, 

By  this  fweet  perriwig,  I  do  proteft 

You  fliall  not  go,  till  we  have  drank  one  glafs, 

VAN  HELMONT. 

Damnation  !  let  me  go,  or,  by  this  light, 
ril  call  the  Watch. 

SECOND  WHORE. 

And  who  the  Devil  cares  ? 

FIRST  WHORE. 

Come,  damme,  Dodtor,  lend  me  half  a  crown. 

VAN  HELMONT. 

Stand  off,  I  fay. 

FIRST  WHORE. 

For,  fink  me,  if  Fve  drank 
One  Angle  glafs  this  blefled  night. 

C 


VAN 
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VAN  HELMONT. 

Watch!  watch! 

FIRST  WHORE. 
Damme,  a  fhilling  then. 


VAN  HELMONT. 

Watch  I  watch  !  watch  1  watch  I 

FIRST  WHORE. 

Or  fix-pence  for  a  difh  of  tea. 

THIRD  WHORE. 

[Having  daubed  her  fingers  in  the  dirt^  Jhe  draw^ 
them  down  his  face, 

Dear  Dodlor, 

Blaft  your  fweet  phiz. 


VAN  HELMONT, 

Watch!  murder!  murder!  watch! 

FIRST  WHORE. 

A  pimping  dog !  [Snatching  his  hat, 

SECOND  WHORE. 

Old  prig,  ril  have  thy  bufh. 
[Snatching  his perriwig,~\  E^t  Whores. 

VAN 
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VAN  HELMONT, 

Hell,  and  the  devil!  Watch!  murder!  murder! 
watch!  [Exit  on  the  other 


Enter  two  Watchmen. 


EIR^T  WATCHMAN; 

/ 

/ 

Pox  take  your  Caterwauling,  what  a  noife 
Is  here.  A  man  may  venture  now  they’re  gone. 


SECOND  WATCHMAN. 

I’ll  budge  no  farther,  come  what  will. 

♦  ^ 

FIRST  WATCHMAN, 

’Tis  well. 

The  birds  are  flown. 

SECOND  WATCHMAN. 

Ay  marry,  well  it  is  *, 

Hang  ’em  for  whorefon  varlets,  let  ’em  go  5 
Whole  bones  are  befl,  fay  L 


FIRST  WATCHMAN; 

Thou  fayeft  right. 

Good  Toby.  Mark  me  this.  If  fuch  there  be 
Who  fay  they’d  rather  fight  than  go  to  fupper. 
And  if  he  were  a  lord,  or  conftable. 

Who  this  did  fay^  fay  thou,  he  is  an  afs. 

C  2  SECOND 


[  20  ] 


SECOND  WATCHMAN. 

And  fo  be  bang’d  for  that  I  fo  did  fay. 

FIRST  WATCHMAN. 

Go  to,  I  tell  thee,  man.  Now  mark  me  this  : 

A  lord,  a  conftable,  a  judge  may  be 
An  afs. 

t 

SECOND  WATCHMAN. 

Wellj  well,  a  man  may  live  and  learn. 

FIRST  WATCHMAN. 

Paft  one  o’clock,  and  a  cloudy  morning.  [Exeunt' 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Tavern, 

Hoffman  y  Sydenham,,  Boerhaave,,  Bariholiny 
Kerckringius  feated  round  a  table.  Bottles  and 
glaffes, 

HOFFMAN. 

Imprifoned 

SYDENHAM. 

Yes,  imprifoned,  and  in  chains. 

HOFFMAN. 

Our  chief,  our  leader  held  in  durance  vile  i 
Alas !  poor  Paracelfus !  who  fhall  now 


Command 
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Command  our  legions,  who  in  their  tame  fouls 
Blow  up  the  flame  of  war  ?  Alas !  I  fear. 

BOERHAAVE. 

Thy  fears,  Hoffmannus,  like  me  not.  What  tho’ 
Great  Paracelfus  be  in  Newgate  pent, 

There  are  who  can  command  as  well  as  he. 

By  heavens  I  do  rejoice  at  what  thou  deem’d: 
Misfortune;  for  with  double  fury  charg’d 
Releas’d  from  durance,  he  will  flrew  the  foe 
Like  chaff.  Mean  while  if  ye  can  brook  advice, 
Van  Helmont  may  affume  his  place  and  pow’r.- 

Enter  Van  Helmont. 

BARTHOLIN. 

Angels  and  all  ye  pow’rs ! 

KERCKRINGIUS. 

A  ghofl  ! 
HOFFMAN. 

A  devil ! 

BOERHAAVE. 

What  art  thou  ?  fpeak.  Or  ghofl,  or  devil,  fpeak. 
Why  glare  thy  faucer  eyes  ?‘fay  what’s  thy  will } 
What  great  behefl  O  ghofl,  unfold  thy  tale,- 
And  let  not  us,  poor  trembling  mortals,  m^arr 
Our  galligafliins. 

-VAN  HELMONT. 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
What  know  ye  not  Van  Helmonti? 

C  3 


HOFF 
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HOFFMAN. 

Van  Helmont ! 
BOERH  AAVE. 

It  is  indeed  his  tongue. 

VAN  HELMONT. 

What  mean  thofe  fears,  ' 
Thofe  blood -forfaken  cheeks,  and  quiv’ringlips  f 
Is  it  becaufe  I  ftand,  like  a  bare  block. 

Who,  for  the  day,  hath  lent  his  fUver  rnane 
To  j  udge  or  chancellor  ? 

HOFFMAN. 

Hail,  valiant  chief ; 

Tor  fuch  thou  art,  tho’  rnuch  begrim’d  thy  face. 

VAN  HELMONT. 

Begrim’d  1 

HOFFMAN. 

E’en  fo  it  is^ 

VAN  HELMONT, 

It  matters  not. 

What  ho  !  who  waits  there  ? 

WAITER  within. 

Coming,  coming.  Sir. 
Enter  Waiter^ 


VAN 


/ 
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VAN  HELMONT. 

Commend  me  to  mine  hoftefs  ^  fay  I  crave 
My  landlord’s  night-cap. 

WAITER. 

Yes,  and  pleafe  your  Honour. 
BARTHOLIN. 

But  will  our  chief  not  deign  to  walh  his  face  ^ 

VAN  HELMONT. 

’Twere  time  mifus’d,  when  time  is  on  the  wing. 
Who  but  begrimes  my  beard,  begrimes  not  me. 
Believe  me,  Bartholin,  it  matters  not. 

Whether  this  cuticle  be  white  or  black. 

Othello,  thou  haft  read,  from  head  to  heel 
By  nature  grim’d,  was  yet  a  valiant  foldier. 

\Enter  Waiter^  gives  the  night^cap  and  exit. 
So,  fo :  now  to  the  bufinefs  of  the  night. 

BOERHAAVE. 

Firft,  greatVanHelmont,  know,  our  common  voice, 
Whilft  Paracelfus  drags  ignoble  chains. 

Hath  call’d  thee  his  lieutenant,  and  we  hail 
Thee  chief  of  all  our  bands.  As  now  thou  fiU’ft 
His  place,  aifume  his  chair. 

van  HELMONT. 

Your  will  be  done. 

[Sits  down  at  the  head  of  the  table, 
C  4  Brethren^ 
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Brethren,  and  fellow-fold iers,  take  my  thanks, 

For  that  ye  lift  me  to  this  high  command. 

Now  fay  what  news,  what  dire  revenge  befits 
Our  late  indignity,  and  what  the  means  ? 

But  ere  you  fpeak,  let’s  not  forget  the  houfe. 

Fill  all  your  glaffes  ^  fill  them  to  the  brim. 

Health  to  ourfelves,  and  to  our  foes  confufion  ! 

II  O  F  F  M  A  N. 

Amen, 

SYDENHAM. 

Amen. 

BOERHAAVE, 

Amen. 

BARTHOLIN, 

Amen. 

KERCKRINGIUS. 

Amen. 

HOFFMAN. 

Fame  with  her  brazen  trumpet  hath  divulg’d  ^ 
That  ^fculapius,  with  his  fellow-tribe. 

Have  feal’d  their  iron  gates  and  fortify ’d 
Their  caftle. 

VAN  HELMONT.  . 

Now,  by  heav’ns  it  likes  us  well  I 
What  then  remains,  but  that  with  force  of  war 
We  ftrait  affail  their  portals,  fcale  their  walls, 
Ravifti  their  females,  ’tis  the  foldier’s  prize, 

^  And 
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And  kill  and  plunder,  cuckold  and  deftroy  ? 

Our  troops  are  all  prepar’d.  Hoffman,  you  lead 
The  band  of  chimney-fweepers ;  they  fhall  fcale 
The  ramparts,  Sydenham,  you  the  barbers  fway. 
Boerhaave,  ’tis  thine  to  head  th’apothecaries. 
Thou,  Bartholin,  the  furgeons  fbalt  command. 
And  thou,  Kerckringius,  (halt  bring  up  the  rear 
With  butchers  arm’d  with  marrowbones  and  cleavers* 
Now  hafte  ye  hence,  and  mufter  each  his  troops. 
To-morrow’s  fun  fhall  rife  to  fet  in  blood. 

My  gallant  friends,  good  night,  fo  fpeed  our  caufe. 
As  we  maintain  our  liberty  and  laws. 


£nd  of  the  FIRST  ACT. 
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A  C  T  II.  SCENE!. 

A  Prifon, 


Paracelfus  folus^  a  pipe  in  his  mouthy  and  a  pot  of 


porter  before  him. 


PARACELSUS, 

ALE  N  efcap’d  :  T  like  not  that.  To  me 


It  bodes  no  good.  It  fmeils  of  foul  intent. 
Alas  1  the  times  are  fick,  and  much  have  need 
Of  venefedion,  and  cathartic  ftrong. 

Why  am  I  thus  be-iron’d  ?  Is  it  becaufe 
A  fool  miftook  me  for  a  villain  ?  Gods  I 
But  ye  are  juft,  and  ’tis  the  lot  of  virtue. 


GHOST  rifes. 

Paracelfus  falls  from  his  chair ^  and  continues  motion^ 

lefs  on  the  ground. 


GHOST. 


I  am  the  ghoft  of  health,  that  whilome  blithe 
With  cherry  cheek,  with  agile  limb,  and  ftrong, 
Tript  nimbly  o’er  the  land.  I  knew  no  pain 
Till,  in  a  lucklefs  hour,  I  heard  thy-  tale. 

Coy  and  unwilling  I  did  fly  thy  touch; 

Me  with  unwearied  ftep  thou  didft  purfue. 

I  fought  the  fields  in  vain,  in  vain  I  fought 
The  woodland  hills :  ftill  thou  didft  follow  me. 


At 
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'  At  length  fubdu’d,  my  feeble  limbs  refus’d 
Their  office,  and  1  languiffi’d,  droop’d  and  dy’d. 
O  Paracelfus !  long  remember  me,  \GhoJi  finks^ 

PARACELSUS. 

Ghoft !  Ghoft !  Say,  art  thou  gone,  or  art  thou  here  ? 

[^Looks  up  and rifeSr 
’Tis  gone,  and  if  I  err  not,  ftill  I  \\v^\feeUng  his pulfe. 
Well,  ’twas  a  civil  ghoft,  but  ghofts  at  beft 
Portend  no  good  to  men.  When  churchyards  yawn. 
Nature  is  on  the  rack.  Some  dire  event 
Succeeds.  Laft  night  I  heard  the  frequent  tick 
Of  warning  death- watch,mocking  man’s  mechanifni. 
And  now  I  do  remember  me  full  well. 

When  fleep  had  feal’d  my  eyes,  that  I  did  dream 
Of  rotten  eggs ;  of  dreams,  alas !  the  worft. 
Methought,  as  from  my  chariot  I  alit ; 

Where  was  it  ?  Yes,  ’twas  at  St.  James’s  gate  j 
A-lucklefs  fchool-boy  ftood  fome  ten  yards  off  : 

In  his  right  hand  he  held  a  rotten  egg. 

Which,  as  with  folemn  pace  I  pafs’d  along. 

He  ruthlefs  hurl’d.  It  clove  the  yielding  air. 
And,  fad  to  tell,  it  pitch’d  upon  my  crupper. 
Such  omens  are  the  harbingers  of  death. 

This  difmal  cell  befriends  affaffination. 

Yes,  Murder,  ’tis  thy  palace.  Thou  doft  love 
To  dwell  in  prifons,  and  to  mix  warm  blood 
With  the  vile  dungeon  duft.  Do  we  not  read 
Of  princes  thus  dilpatch’d,  by  the  black  inftrument 
Of  ufurpation,  which  ambition  fpurr’d 
To  hell?  Yes,  Paracelfus,  thou,  like  thofe, 
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Art  doom’d  a  facrifice  to  lawlefs  pow’r. 

Thy  merit  is  thy  crime  5  thou  needs  muft  fall. 

Enter  Jafo^  in  a  long  camblet  cloak  j  the  hood  over 

her  face, 

O  my  prophetic  thought !  My  hour  is  come. 

Why  doft  thou  veil  thy  face  ?  This  breathlefs  corfe 
Will  tell  no  tales  ?  From  me  thou  canft  not  hide 
Thy  purpofe.  Well  I  know  thy  foul  beheft. 
Come,  Villain,  draw  thy  fteel,  it  thirfts  for  blood. 
Yet,  ere  thou  drench  thy  dagger  in  my  guts. 

Say  who  commilTion’d  thee  ?  Was’t  iFfculapius, 
Or  was’t  that  rafcal  Galen  ?  But  no  matter. 

Come,  come,  away  with  confcience,  ftrike  the  blow. 
Ha !  doft  thou  tremble  ?  ’Tis  fome  paultry  knave 
Untrameird  in  the  bloody  ways  of  hell. 

Suppofe  I  knock  him  down,  and  fend  his  foul 
To  Charon  ’ftead  of  mine  ?  [Rifes  and  comes  forward, 

Jafo  throws  off  her  cloak. 

Propitious  ftars !  * 

Am  I  awake  ?  or  did  I  dream  of  Jafo? 

J  A  S  O. 

What  means  my  love  ?  fure  he  hath  loft  his  wits ! 

PARACELSUS. 

O  yes,  by  heavens,  ’tis  fhe,  ’tis  fhe !  full  well  ^ 

I  know  her  filver  tongue.  Fly  to  my  arms. 

Sweet  paragon  of  beauty-blooming  maids,  [embrace, 

5  JASO. 


J  A  S  O. 

O  comely  youth !  how  it  did  five  my  foul 
To  hear  of  thy  difaftrous,  cruel  fate  ! 

To  think  thy  polifli’d  limbs  were  laid  on  ftraw. 
And  furrow’d  thus  by  heavy  iron  chains. 

PARACELSUS. 

Thou matchlefs Beauty!  Nature’s  bell,  kindeftboon! 
But  tell  me,  Charmer,  what’s  the  news  abroad? 

J  ASO. 

O,  my  fweet  Love,  that  queftion  leads  to  woe. 
The  bloody-minded  world  is  all  in  arms. 

Rebellion  ftalks  abroad.  I  weep  to  tell : 

Among  my  father’s  fnbjedls  fome  there  be. 
Whom  difcontent  hath  ftirr’d  to  foul  revolt ; 
They  mock  his  power,  his  dignity,  his  laws. 

And  vow  to  ftorm  our  caftle,  tear  his  crown 
From  his  white  head  ;  and,  what  is  worfe  than  all. 
To  ravifh  Margery  and  helplefs  me.  \JVeeps, 

A  black-guard  army  waits  their  dire  command, 
And,  if  report  fay  true,  this  fatal  day 
Begins  the  fiege. 

PARACELSUS. 

And  may  the  thund’ring  Gods 
Befriend  their  glorious  enterprize  ! 


Juft  heaven  ! 

What 


J  ASO. 
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What  do  I  hear  ? 

PARACELSUS. 

Curfe  on  thefe  fhameful  bonds  I 

J  A  S  O. 

Art  thou  a  Traitor? 

PARACELSUS. 

O  that  a  flafli  from  heaven 
Would  melt  thefe  vile  coerfive  chains  1  Damnation  1 

J  ASO. 

Art  thou  then  leagu’d  with  thofe  rebellious  fons  ? 

PARACELSUS. 

I  am. 

J  ASO. 

Indeed  ! 

PARACELSUS. 

Indeed  :  they’re  all  my  friends. 

J  A  S  O. 

Then  hath  perdition  mark’d  thee  for  her  own. 
And  I  am  loft  beyond  all  hope.  Farewel.  i 
I  came  to  fet  thee  free ;  but  ’tis  no  matter. 

PARACELSUS. 

Ah!  fet  me  free? 


I 


J  AS  Q* 
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JASO. 

FareweL 


PARACELSUS, 

Thou  may’ft  not  go. 

Dldft  thou  not  fay,  thou  cam’ft  to  fet  me  free  ? 


I  did. 


JASO. 

PARACELS  US. 


t 


Ofpeak,  my  Sweet,  fay  how,  where,  when? 

JASO. 

No,  Traitor,  thou  fhalt  rot  in  this  vile  dungeon^ 

Think’ft  thou  that  I’ll  unchain  a  raging  tyger. 

And  add  more  prowefs  to  puiffant  foes  ? 

% 

PARACELSUS. 


Sweet  Jafo,  hear  me  Ipeak. 


JASO. 

No:  fare  thee  well, 

ril  to  my  father’s  caftle  ftrait,  and  there 
Expedl  the  lawlefs  raviflier. 

PARACELSUS. 

I 

Damn’d  thought ! 


JASO. 
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J  AS  O. 

Methinks  e’en  now  I  fee  him  mount  the  breach  j 
And  now  his  facrilegious  hand  profanes 
This  veftal  flirine. 

PARACELSUS, 

Hell,  and  a  thoufand  fiends ! 

J  A  S  O. 

O  how  he  grafps  me  in  his  liifty  arms ! 

Fear  ftops  my  cries.  My  limbs  are  all  unftrung: 
I  fink  a  lifelefs  vidim  to  his  will. 

PARACELSUS. 

By  heavens,  it  fhall  not  be  !  Almighty  Love  ! 

I  kneel  thy  flave  *,  and  like  great  Anthony,  \kneels. 
Here  at  thy  altar  offer  up  my  honour. 

And  now,  my  Cleopatra,  fpeak  thy  pleafure.  \rifing. 

J  A  S  O. 

Firfl:  let  me  welcome  thy  returning  love,  [embrace. 
Now  take  this  cloak,  and,  like  the  Trojan  chief, 
Pafs  unobferv’d :  Then  hafte  thee  to  the  caftle. 
This  ring  gains  thee  admittance.  Speed  thy  flight. 
And  leave  the  reft  to  P  or  tune.  Fare  thee  well. 

*  [Exit  Paracelfus. 

JafQ  being  f eat the  fcene  clofes . 
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SCENE  11. 

Sl  Paul’s  Church-Tard, 

Enter  Van  Helmont,  Boerhaave^  Hoffman^  Sydenham, 
Bartholin,  and  Kerckringius. 

VAN  HELMONT. 

Thanks  to  Old  Time,  at  laft  the  lazy  fun 
Peeps  thro’  the  crimfon  curtains  of  the  eaft. 

And  gilds  the  cloud-eriviron’d  dome  of  Paul’s-^ 
Hail !  thou  aufpicious  day,  by  fate  ordain’d 
To  give  to  mortals  immortality ! 

How  fares  it  with  our  troops  ?  Are  they  prepar’d 
To  meet  the  foe.  Are  all  our  bands  array’d  ? 

\ 

BOERHAAVE. 

Like  the  fwift  courfer,  flatting  from  the  goal. 
Whom  yet  the  rider,  ’till  the  fignal  founds. 
Detains,  and  fcarce  detains,  they  fpurn  the  ground. 
Impatient  of  delay.  They  prance  on  tip-toe. 

And  frequent  lift  their  greafy  beavers  up 
To  liflen  for  the  parlance  of  our  drums. 

As  thro’  the  ranks  but  now  I  pafs’d,  they  cry’d, 
God  blefs  your  Honour,  we  are  ftarv’d  to  death. 

VAN  HELMONT. 

Starv’d  did  they  fay  ?  They  fhall  be  warm  anon. 
Yes,  Friends  and  Fellow-foldiers,  well  I  ween 
^Twill  be  a  fultry  noon,  a  day  of  fire, 
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A  bloody- 
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A  bloody-nos’d,  a  broken-pated  day. 

What  fays  our  fable  troop,  our  Black  Huflars? 
Seem  they  refolv’d  to  fcale  the  caftle  walls  ? 

HOFFMAN. 

Beneath  the  moon,  a  more  intrepid  band 
May  not  be  found.  My  life  upon  their  deed. 
They  too,  but  thinly  garb’d,  as  light  troops  fhould^ 
Thus  hug  themfelves,  and  cry  their  toes  are  cold. 

VAN  HELMONT, 

Give  each  a  glafs  of  gin,  ’twill  warm  their  toeSj 
And  add  frefh  fuel  to  the  flame  of  war. 

Enter  Apothecary, 

APOTHECARY. 

My  Lord,  a  fpy,  a  fpy,  a  fpy,  my  Lord.. 

VAN  HELMONT, 

Let  him  be  hang’d. 

APOTHECARY. 

Him,  nay  belike  ’tis  her, 

’Tis  he,  ’tis  flie,  or  ’tis  hermaphrodite, 

VAN  HELMONT. 

What  mean  thy  words  ?  Brief,  good  Apothecary, 

I 
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APOTHECARY. 

My  Lord,  a  female,  fo  in  footh  flie  feemM, 
Lurk’d  in  our  camp,  and  parley’d  with  our  troops. 
A  lufty  knave,  for  foldiers  will  be  wicked. 
Suppos’d  her  what  Ihe  feem’d,  as  who  might  not. 
And  fo  would  needs  exert  his  privilege. 

When  lo !  he  found  the  wench  to  be  no  wench. 
But  a  tall  varlet,  in  a  female  guize. 

VAN  HELMONT. 

Enough,  g(r,  let  the  varlet  ftrait  be  hang^. 

APOTHECARY. 

My  Lord  fhall  be  obey’d.  [ExU. 

VAN  HELMONT. 

Now  beat  the  march. 

You,  Boerhaave,  lead  the  van.  Hafte  to  you  poft. 
And  tell  your  footy  tribe,  preferment  waits 

On  him  who  firft  fhall  mount  the  battlement. 

* 

E^Ur  Apothecary. 

I 

APOTHECARY. 

My  Lord,  this  he,  fhe  thing,  like  a  bold  knave, 
Refufes  to  be  hang’d.  See  where  he  comes. 

{Enter  Paracelfus.l 
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VAN  HELMONT. 

Ah !  Villain  !  Whence  this  daring  ?  But  no  matter* 
My  fword  in  thee  fhall  whet  its  appetite,  [^draws. 
For  richer  food  prepar’d  for  our  repaft. 

[Paracelfus  throws  off  his  cloak. 
The  general!  then  my  occupation’s  gone  1  [AJide. 

HOFFMANN. 

O  bounteous  heaven,  our  chief! 

BOERHAAVE. 

Miraculous ! 

VAN  HELMONT. 

Thrice  welcome,  Paracelfus.  I  rejoice 
At  your  enlargement,  and  do  hail  you  chief 
Of  our  embattled  hoft.  A  braver  crew 
Of  raggamuffins,  and  tatterdemalions. 

Ne’er  danc’d,  in  Bird-Cage-Walk,  to  fife  or  druni^ 
Even  Falftaff’s  men  were  gentlemen  to  ours, 

PARACELSUS. 

Now,  by  th’intrepid  Mars,  I’m  glad  to  hear  it. 

'  Believe  me.  Sirs,  rich  foldiers  are  poor  fighters. 
When  men  have  nought  to  lofe,  and  much  to  win, 
They’ll  fight  in  expedation  of  rich  booty ; 

Which  being  gain’d,  the  fmell  of  gunpowder 
Doth  make  theqi  fick.  But  co^e,  let’s  to  the  fiege. 
Give  me  a  fword. 
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VAN  HELM  O  NT. 

My  Lord,  accept  this 

PARACELSUS^ 

Ccufin  of  Helmont,  take  our  richeft  thanks; 
Thou,  like  a  trufty  Ancient,  haft  array’d 
Our  foldiery,  and  in  all  circumftarice 
Of  preparation,  love,  and  courtefy. 

Haft  prov’d  thyfelf  our  kinfman.and  our  friends 
Now  let  our  tuneful  drums  ftrike  up  a  march  5 
Our  fifes  play  Nancy  Dawfon  *,  to  which  tune, 
Preferving  time  and  due  admeafurement. 

Let  our  whole  army,  officers  and  all, 

Dafice  on  to  vidory  with  one  accord. 

[Brum  bMs  and  fifes  play  Nancy  Bawfon. 

March ! 

[Exeunt  dancing. 


Chimney -[weepers^  Barbers-hoys^  ^c,  are  feen 
at  a  dijtance  dancing  acrofs  the  fiage  to  the 
fame  tme. 


S  C  E  N  £ 


I  38  ] 


SCENE  III. 

A  room  in  the  Cajlle  of  Mfculapus. 

'Mfculapus^  Hippocrates^  ^heophraJiuSy  GaUn^ 
Jafo^  and  three  mute  Phyjicians. 

^SCULAPIUS. 

My  faithful  friends,  once  mote  well  met  in  council  % 
Our  bufinefs  is  not  now,  as'  heretofore'. 

To  brood  on  lythontriptics,  menagogues. 
Cathartics,  cardiacs,  and^carminatives. 

Matters  unlike  to  thefe  demand  your  Ikill. 

Our  quondam  fons,  from  their  allegiance  falPn, 
Have  rous’d  Rebellion,  fleeping  in  her  den. 

And  led  her  to  our  gates. 

GALEN. 

There  to  be  crulb’c} 

To  death.  By  this  right  arm,  if  fhe  but  dare 
To  come  within  the  purchafe  of  my  fword. 

I’ll  fever  from  the  trunk  her  brazen  head. 

And  fling  it  to  the  dogs. 

HIPPOCRATES, 

It  cannot  be ; 

Tho’  much,  I  know,  they  dare,  yet  dare  they  not 
AflTault  our  Caftle  gates.  But  fay.  They  do, 

Our  arms  are  not  fo  time  Ihrunk,  fo  enerv’d. 

But  we  may  yet  difcomfit  and  repel 

A  thou- 


I 
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A  thoufand  fuch  unfeather’d  boys  as  thefe. 

^SCULAPIUS. 

Belhrew  me^  but  I  marvel  at  your  words ; 

Yet  marvelling  approve  ;  for  words  they  are 
That  Ipeak  your  worth  in  war  and  chivalry. 

Enter  Margery » 

MARGERY. 

Oh,  Sirs,  the  foe  is  on  the  march ;  they  fay^ 

He  comes,  at  leaft,  full  fifty  thoufand  ftrong. 

iESCULAPIUS. 

Full  fifty  thoufand,  fay’ft  thou,  Madge  ?  ’Tis  well : 
The  crows  will, have  a  rich  repaft  to-night. 

MARGERY. 

That  mongrel,  Paracelfus,  leads  them  on*  [ExiL 

J  ASO. 

Ah  !  Paracelfus!  All  the  devils  in  hell 
Singe  the  vile  mifcreant ! 


AESCULAPIUS. 

Fye,  fye,  my  danghten 

J  ASO. 

Go  to  :  ’twould  make  a  veftal  fwear. 

D4 


A  rogue; 

A  pimp* 
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A  pimping,  fnivelling,  vile,  deceitful  knave.^ 

O  !  1  could  tear  his  green  eyes  from  their  fockets. 

a:sculapius. 

The  wench  is  mad. 

Enter  Margery. 

MARGERY. 

Arm, arm,  they’re  at  your  gates.* 

[they  all  rife* 

iTSCULAPIUS. 

Then  ’tis  no  time  for  parlance.  Hade  ye  hence. 
Quicker  than  light’ning,  fee  our  gates  fecur’d. 

Bar  ev’ry  door.  Our  engine  (hall  be  fill’d 
From  yon  huge  refervoir  of  ancient  Ouron. 

Our  prefent  need  requires  fhat,  for  a  time, 

Th’  hyfteric  world  lack  hartfliorn.  Thou,  Margery, 
Beftride  the  top,  and  to  the  engine-pipe 
Due  guidance  give.  Thefe  fages  pump  below. 
Jafo,  thou  (halt  afcend  the  battlement ; 

There  with  thy  chamber  urn  expe6t  the  foe : 

And  if  he  dare  advance,  do  thou  let  fall 
A  cat’radl  alkaline  upon  his  head. 

Away  1  each  to  his  poll.  Ourfelf  will  mount 
The  cupola  ♦,  ’tis  the  new  mode  of  war. 

That  gen’rals  do  retire  from  danger  far. 


SCENE 


f  41  ] 


SCENE  IV. 

"The  Cafile  at  a  difiance ^ 

‘Drums  and  fifes  within  play  Nancy  Dawfonl  the 
found  approaching  gradually. 

Enter  Paracelfus^  and  the  other  captains^  dancingl 

PARACELSUS: 

Halt !  halt !  here  let  us  breathe  awhile. 

Our  troops  do  lack  repofe.  ’Twere  unadvis’d 
T’affail  the  fortrefs  with  a  panting  hoft. 

BOERHAAVE. 

Panting  ?  Egad  this  dance  hath  broke  mj  wind. 
Pox  on  their  fafliions ! 

PARACELSUS. 

Coufin  of  Boerhaave,  fay 
Llkeft  thou  not  this  new-invented  mode 
Of  difcipline  j  this  marching  to  fome  tune  ? 

BOERHAAVE. 

It  likes  not  me. 


PARA- 
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PARACELSUS* 

Then  thou  art  out  of  faflilon* 
Good  Coufin,  thefe  are  cap’ring^  prancing  times. 
Know’ft:  thou  not  why  thefe  ftreets  are  newly  pav’d 
^With  Caledonian  flints,  exchang’d  for  gold  ? 

BO  E  RH  A  A  VE. 

I  know  it  not. 

PARACELSUS* 

Then  I  will  tell  thee,  Coz* 

It  hath  in  council  lately  been  refolv’d. 

That  on  my  Lord  Mayor’s  day^  my  Lord  himfelf^ 
His  aldermen  and  banner’d  companies, 

Shall,  from  the  ponderous  manfion  to  St.  Paul’s^ 
Dance  to  an  ancient  tune  yclept  Black  Joke. 

But  now  of  this  enough.  Behold  the  pile 
Deftin’d  to  fall  a  vi61:im  to  our  wrongs. 

Thou,  Hoffman,  with  thy  fable  fons  of  fmoke. 
Like  Titans  fcaling  heaven,  begin’ft  the  attack. 
But  we  with-hold  our  rage,  till  with  his  corps 
Van  Helmont  join  us. 

HOFFMAN. 

I  do  marvel  much 
That  he  doth  tarry  thus. 

PARACELSUS. 

I  marvel  not : 


Thou 
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Thou  know’ft  I  mark’d  his  rout  thro’  ancient  ftreets. 
Streets  yet  unpolifli’d  *,  hence  he  needs  muft  dance 
Adagio y  whilft  allegro  we. 

Enter  Apothecary, 

APOTHECARY. 

My  Lord! 

Van  Helmont  with  his  myrmidons  have  join’d 
The  enemy,  who  from  their  fally-port 
Have  iffu’d  all  their  power ;  and  even  now 
They  do  advance  to  give  us  battle. 

PARACELSUS. 

Now,  by  the  Gods,  thy  news  is  worth  a  kingdom  f 
Unhoufe  your  glitt’ring  fwords.  Your  trumpets 
found. 

And  let  the  brazen  din  of  boift’rous  war 
Rend  the  high  vault  of  heaven,  and  ftun  the  foe: 

Alarm  to  battle.  Exeunt. 

Re-enter  fighting.  Paracelfus  and  his  troops  are 
driven  acrofs  the  Jiage  by  Mfculapius^  &c. 

Enter  Paracelfus  on  one  fide  the  Jiage  ;  Jafo.^  armed 
with  a  broom^  and  Margery^  with  a  mop^  on  the 
ether. 

PARACELSUS. 

Confufion  1  I  had  rather  met  the  devil. 

»  * 


J  ASO. 
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JASO. 

Ah!  Traitor,  have  I  found  thee?  Now,  yepow^rs^ 
Befriend  an  injur’d  maid,  and  teach  me  how 
To  make  a  ghoft  of  this  unhallow’d  knave. 


They  fall  upon  him  pell-mell.  He  wards  the  blows 
for  fome  time  with  his  fword^  but  at  lafi  turn- 

bles  over  the  body  of  a  dead  chimney -fweeper^ 

\ 

PARACELSUS. 

Mercy,  fweet  Jafo  !  Oh,  I’m  flain,  Tm  (lain  ! 


JASO. 


Peace,  rafcal,  die,  and  fave  the  hangman  trouble. 


MARGERY. 


There,  take  thee  that,  and  tell  old  Beelzebub, 
’Twas  Margery  that  fent  thee  to  the  devil. 

\^Alarm<. 


JASO. 


The  battle  comes  this  way.  ’Tis  time  to  fly. 

But  ere  I  leave  thee,  take  this  laft  farewel. 

[ogives  him  a  bloWy  and  retires  with  Margery^ 


Re-enter  the  armies  fighting* 

A  loud  clap  of  thunder*  The  combatants  fiand 
aghaft. 


O  D 


o 
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D  E, 

Sung  hy  ^voices  at  a  dijlancey  during  the  defcent  af 

Hygeia, 

SHE  comes,  Ihe  comes,  the  blooming  god- 
defs  comes ! 

Peace,  ye  trumpets  and  ye  drums. 

Gently  defcending  on  a  cloud. 

She  comes  to  quell  your  clamour  loud. 

^Tis  young  Hygeia  from  above, 

’Tis  fait  Hygeia,  queeq  of  health. 

A  bleffing  greater  than  your  wealth. 

Sent  by  Olympian  Jove. 

Behold  her  clad  in  heavenly  charms. 
Hallow’d  the  day  that  gave  her  birth  1 
Receive  her,  mortals,  with  expanded  arms. 
Welcome,  welcorne  her  return  to  earth. 


HYGEIA. 

Po6lors,  attend  !  from  the  Olympian  court, 

I  come  to  end  your  wars,  and  fpoil  your  fport. 
Great  Jove,  offended  at  your  foolifh  noife, 

Better  befitting  termagants  or  boys, 

Commands  that  now  all  civil  difeord  ceafe. 

And  that,  henceforward,  Doctors  keep  the  peace. 

Behold  your  Caftle  crumble  into  dufl : 

It  needs  muft  fall,  for  Jove  hath  faid  it  mufl. 

IXhe  Caftle  falls  to  the  ground. 


Befl: 
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Beft  fource  of  pleafure,  fellowfhip  and  mirth; 

I  come,  once  more,  to  dwell  with  men  on  earth.' 
Farewel  your  occupation,  and  your  wealth. 

Now  tremble,  Do6lors,  for  my  nairieis  Health^’ 
Put  up  your  fwords,  obedient  to  the  law ; 
Phyficians  fwords  were  never  meant  to  draw. 


